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macy to create dissensions amongst the Plenipoten-
tiaries, and all with the knowledge of a mortal illness
upon him. Even on his deathbed he fought on,
resisting Russia's claims that he should pay her price
of " friendship " by signing away the Manchurian
provinces. Finally, having made an honourable
peace for her Majesty and prepared the way for her
return to Peking and power, he died, regretting only
that he could not live to see the Old Buddha once
again. Rightly might that Imperial lady mourn his
decease and order the Princes her kinsmen to pour
valedictory libations to his spirit on behalf of the
Throne; for, whatever his faults, Li was ever the
embodiment of active and unswerving loyalty.
The ship of China's State had become water-logged,
her compasses unstable and her crew unnerved, long
before Li was called upon to take the helm.   More
than once, by sheer skill of pilotage, he brought her
into safe anchorage, through reefs   and   shoals   of
strange waters; more than once he found the men
and means to caulk her leaking timbers and mend her
battered sails.   But the fierce winds that burst upon
her in the middle of the nineteenth century had left
her hopelessly unseaworthy, unfit to navigate the
perilous seas of change.   The best of pilots with the
best of luck might defer, but could never finally avert,
the day of dissolution: what China needed was a
master-builder, and the task was beyond the powet
of man or super-man.   Li left the ship of State in
many respects better than he found her; for years,
by lavish use of paint and bunting, he gave her a
brave outward  show of  seaworthiness; nearly  all
t&at her officers learned of navigation in uncharted
seas they learned from him.   More than once he was

